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scientific shell; but he was not naturalist
enough to feel instinctively that the wonderful
and the natural are all of a piece, and that
only our degree of habituation distinguishes
them. A nucleus, which we may poetically
call the soul, certainly lies within us, by which
our bodies and minds are generated and con-
trolled, like an army by a government. In
this nucleus, since nature in a small compass
has room for anything, vast quantities of
energy may well be stored up, which may be
tapped on occasion, or which may serve like
an electric spark to let loose energy previously
existing in the grosser parts. But the absol-
ute autocracy of this central power, or its
success in imposing extraordinary trials on
its subjects, is not an obvious good. Perhaps,
like a democratic government, the soul is at
its best when it merely collects and co-
ordinates the impulses coming from the
senses. The inner man is at times a tyrant,
parasitical, wasteful, and voluptuous. At
other times he is fanatical and mad. When
he asks for and obtains violent exertions from
the body, the question often is, as with the
exploits of conquerors and conjurers, whether
the impulse to do such prodigious things was